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Free 


It was his little secret. Seemed like the only secret he had left. Dave bought the little mid-century ranch up in 
the Hollywood hills when he first moved to LA. He liked to use it as a retreat, among other things. And now, he 


needed to retreat. 


Forty-eight hours ago, his entire life blew up. William demanded more hush money and Dave had attempted to 
call his bluff. Truth be told, he couldn't remember exactly what William had on him except his version of what 
went down between them twenty-five years ago. And, if Dave was being honest with himself, he was tired of 

paying people off to keep his sexuality a secret. So what? 


Well, that had backfired. Dave was everywhere - TMZ, Entertainment Tonight, MTV, even CNN was running a 
story about the fifty year old rocker's scandalous sex life. 


William took to Facebook and posted a long diatribe about unrequited love along with some photos that Dave 
didn't remember of the two of them half-naked in each other's arms, sharing kisses. So there it was. Out in 


the open. Which was why Dave was now in hiding. 


He pulled his Tesla into the garage and quickly closed the door. Inside the house, Dave checked the fridge. A 


few random bottles of beer and what could only be described as a science project in a takeout container. He'd 
have to get a food delivery, which meant interacting with someone. At least the backyard had an eight-foot 


fence around it and the pool was clean. 


Dave had been in the house, all alone, with his phone switched off for three days. He was officially going out of 
his mind with boredom and morbid curiosity. He had successfully avoided turning on both the computer and 
the TV. He didn't know anything about what had happened outside the four walls of his little house in seventy- 
two hours. Part of him was proud of himself, part of him was dying to call Taylor or Nate and turn on the TV 
to see what was being said about him now. He had to admit disappearing probably wasn't the smartest thing 
he could do. His bandmates and other Foo crew were probably going out of their minds. But Taylor knew of this 
house and if he wanted to, he could come check on Dave. Best he didn't, though. The rumors about the two of 
them were already gaining momentum. And sure, they were true once upon a time. But the blonde didn’t quite 
want the white picket fence and rugrats dream that Dave had tried to sell him. How they'd managed stay close 
after that was something that Dave still couldn't figure out, but he was grateful to Taylor for staying. 


That's all Dave ever wanted: a lifelong partner and lover to build a world with. A big house filled with laughter 
and love. Some would say it wasn't too late, but he was rapidly losing hope. Who'd want to have kids with him 
now, a wrinkled, greying, ever-expanding mess of a man? 

Yep, he was definitely spending too much time alone now. Three days and he was deep into his own pity party. 
With a pair of dark sunglasses on and the hood of his sweatshirt drawn up, over his head, Dave stepped out of 
his house. He crossed the road and looked up at his neighbor's house on the hill. Dave pressed the button on 
the intercom in front of the closed gate. 

After a few long moments, a voice crackled on the other end, "Yeah?" 

"Hey, uh, it's „me. Its Dave. Can | come up?" 


The gate buzzed and started to swing open 


Dave quickly ducked through and walked up the long drive to the front stoop where Jerry was standing. "Thank 


god you're home." 
"What the hell are you doing? Where did you come from?" 


He took off his sunglasses and pushed his hood down. "I live across the street. Well, | don't live there full time. 


| own the place and just kinda crash there when | need to." 
"Oh, shit. | didn't know that. Why didn't you ever tell me?" 


'It was my little secret. No one knows. Well, a couple people know. Taylor knows. He and | used to ..well ... 


whatever." 


Jerry's smile told Dave he knew exactly what he was talking about. "Come on in. | saw all the shit going down, 


How are you holding up?" 


He followed the blonde into his house and let out a relieved breath when Jerry closed the door. "I don't know. 
Not too fucking great.” 


Jerry led him into the kitchen where he was confronted by two odd-looking cats who were very curious and 
very vocal. Jerry opened his fridge and took out two Starbucks Double Shot cans, handing one out to Dave. 
"You want to talk about it? Hey Teddi, leave him alone." 


The darker of the two cats had latched a claw into the sleeve of Dave's hoodie and was now yelling at him 


about it. 
Dave chuckled and carefully freed himself. He started to pet the cat's head when she tried to bite his fingers. 
"She's the feisty one." Jerry picked her up off the island and set her on the floor. 


‘Guess so." He held up the small can of coffee before he cracked it open. "Thanks." Dave followed Jerry outside 
when the blonde opened the French doors and let the cats scamper out. He sat down in a chair when Jerry sat 
down on a couch in front of the firepit. Dave fiddled with the pop-top of the can He could feel Jerry's eyes on 
him, knowing the blonde was waiting for him to talk. After a few more moments of awkward silence, Dave 
finally said, "| know it was a stupid thing to do. Like, even back then | knew it was stupid" 


"We all do stupid things when we're young.’ 

"No, | mean this was .." Dave shook his head. "I ..| liked him in the beginning. But he started getting super weird 
and clingy and | didn't know what to do. Then they wanted me to redo all the drum tracks on those songs for 
the album and | thought this was my out, you know? He'd be so angry that he'd leave the band and me. | was 
such a coward" 

"What happened?" 

"He would call me all hours of the night, demanding an explanation. Demanding that if | didn't stand up to the 
record people, he'd out us. | panicked and started paying him off. At first, it was like a thousand bucks a 
month. Now, it's up to twenty-five." 

Jerry almost spit out his drink. "You paid that guy twenty-five grand a month for him to keep quiet?" 

Dave nodded. "It just got .." 


"Out of fucking control," Jerry offered. 


"Yeah." 

"Okay, so now it's out there. You like to sleep with dudes. So what?" 

"So it's a big fucking mess." 

Jerry nodded. "Yeah, but so what? Messes get cleaned up." 

"How?" 

The blonde shrugged. "You'll figure it out." 

Dave eyed his friend, wondering how Jerry could be so flippant. This was a nightmare for him. 


"Look, all I'm saying is think about a year from now. You'll have saved a bunch of money and you won't have 


the stress of having to keep a secret." 

"Can we fast forward?" 

Jerry gave him a sympathetic smile. "Afraid not." 

Dave stayed at Jerry's house all afternoon. He even got a barbecued steak dinner from his friend. They sat 
and talked for hours. He learned that Jerry fought a similar battle with himself and ultimately never decided 
to share his sexuality with the public. Not that Dave intended to share. That choice was taken away from him. 
"So, wait. You ..? But how do you make sure nobody says anything?" 

"| don't" 

"But .." This didn't add up for Dave. 

‘It doesn't matter to me." 

"What do you mean?" 

Jerry shrugged. "| don't care if people find out | fuck guys." 

This still perplexed Dave. "No one ever told you it would ruin your career or something?" 


"They tried." 


"And you just .." 


"Didn't care." 


"No, that's bullshit. You mean to tell me you just fucked whoever you wanted and no one, in thirty fucking 
years, has tried to out you?" 


With a tight smile, Jerry shook his head 

"Fuck," Dave muttered. 

"Just lucky, | guess." 

Well into the night, they still sat in front of the fire outside, drinking coffee and talking. It seemed to Dave that 
Jerry was as grateful for the guest as Dave was for the host. It was after midnight when he yawned and 
stretched. 

| guess | should .." 

‘Im glad you're just across the street. How long are you going to stay there?" 

"| don't know. Maybe a couple more days. Let things die down a little." 

Jerry stood and turned the fire pit off. He picked up a couple of empty cans. 

Dave watched him for a moment, unable to bring himself to leave. There was something so comfortable about 
Jerry, about his warm and welcoming home. Dave just wanted to bask in it for a moment longer before he 
returned to his cold, empty house. "Hey, uh ..." 

"Mm?" Jerry didn't bother looking up from tossing the empty cans in the recycling bin next to the house. 
"Well, it's just ..| had a lot to drink tonight. | shouldn't get in the car." He grinned. 

Now, Jerry looked up. "You drank coffee and you walked up here." 

"Yeah." 

Dave withered a bit under that blue-eyed stare. This was a first for him. He'd always picked men that he'd 
been able to make squirm. He wasn't sure why he was throwing himself at Jerry's feet. Aside from Jerry 
being Jerry, of course. 


"You want to stay?" 


"| could stay. Thanks for asking.” And the caffeine must be kicking in Dave flashed that signature, toothy grin 
as he started for the door. He didn't bother to wait for Jerry. Dave walked into his friend's house, stopping in 


the kitchen and looking around 

"Let me show you the guest bedroom," Jerry said, waking in after Dave. 

"Oh, the quest bedroom” His shoulders sagged. 

"If you think lm gonna fuck you tonight, after the last couple days you've had .." 


Well, there it was. Dave sighed and nodded. He should have known his friend would do the stupid, honorable 
thing. But ... "I'm fifty-one years old, Jerry. You don't have to protect my virtue or anything." He smirked. 


Its not your virtue I'm interested in" He started down the hall, stopping at an open doorway. "Guest room. 


Take it or leave it." 


Dave watched Jerry continue to the end of the hall, pausing at a set of double doors and waiting while his two 
cats ran in. "Goodnight, Jer." 


"Goodnight, Dave." 


Four o'clock in the morning, Dave was wide awake. He tried to get some sleep. He hadn't been sleeping well at all 
pretty much his whole life. He just never felt tired and this night was no different. He felt all that caffeine 
buzzing through his body. Restless and positively just vibing, he slipped out of the expansive king-sized bed in 
the guest bedroom that Jerry kept. He offhandedly wondered who else caught some Zzs in that bed. Wearing 
only his Calvins, he crept out to Jerry's kitchen and got himself a bottle of water from the fridge. He looked 
around the darkened house, stepping up to a painting on the dining room wall and grinning at the naked woman 
staring back at him. He should have just gone back to the lovely room that Jerry offered to him, but instead, 
found himself standing in front of Jerry's closed bedroom doors, hand resting on the handle. 


"Just go back to bed, Grohl," he muttered to himself, even as the handle was slowly turning. 


Inside, Dave squinted, letting his eyes adjust to the dark. He found a large mahogany bed with two cats lying, 
curled up in balls, atop crisp white sheets. Under the sheets, the blonde was asleep on his stomach, hair pulled 
back in a ponytail. His breath was low and even, an occasional snort or snuffle escaping. The cats picked their 
heads up and regarded Dave with contemptuous curiosity. He stepped into the room, leaving the door cracked 


just wide enough for the cats to escape. But they held their ground, protecting Jerry from the intruder. 
"Go," Dave hissed. "Go find some mice or something." He took a step closer to the bed. 

Teddi hissed right back. 

He carefully perched on the edge of the bed, casting a wary glance at the feisty cat. He was sure that if 


Jerry awoke right now, not only would he kick Dave out of his bedroom, but out of his home entirely. So what 


was he doing? Trying to find some comfort, some solace, in the arms of a warm, caring man. He slowly slipped 


under the sheets, his legs nudging the cats until they took the hint and jumped down to the floor. 


Dave slipped closer to Jerry and stretched one arm across his back He leaned in close and smelled Jerry's 


hair. His beard brushed over Jerry's shoulder as Dave pressed soft kisses against his skin 
"What are you doing?" the blonde asked in a soft, sleepy voice. 

"I want you," Dave whispered back. His kisses made their way to Jerry's neck 

"I know you do." He didn't roll over. 


Dave hummed as he let his hand slip down Jerry's bare back, intending on stopping when it reached his shorts. 
Only, no shorts. His hand was caressing the blonde's bare bottom before he even realized it. "You're naked" 


"| sleep naked. Get over it, Grohl." 


"Oh, my god," he moaned as he resumed his attack on Jerry's neck He inched closed and let his hand wander 


over the blonde's ass cheeks and down his thighs. 


"You're hornier than a billy goat, ain't ya?" Somehow, hearing the Oklahoman come out in Jerry turned Dave on 


even more. 


"You have no idea," he murmured before he pulled his hand back, clutching the sheets and sweeping them off 
of Jerry. 


That's when the blonde rolled over. He lay on his side, propping his head up on an elbow. "What am | gonna do 
with you?" 


All the breath left Dave's body. His eyes were fixed on Jerry's cock He opened his mouth but nothing came 


out. 

"Well, it aint gonna suck itself" The blonde smirked as he palmed his cock, holding it out on offer to Dave. 
"What happened to ‘if you think I'm gonna fuck you tonight ..?"" 

‘Maybe | changed my mind." 

Dave's long, dark hair brushed against Jerry's thighs as he gave the blonde a mind-altering blowjob. He took all 
ten inches of that gorgeous cock down his throat and made Jerry howl. When he pulled back and let Jerry slip 
from his mouth, he looked up to find the blonde with his eyes closed and his head tilted back against the 


headboard, one hand had a fistful of pillow. His lips were parted and his chest was heaving. 


"Don't you fucking stop now.’ 


"Don't worry. You're gonna come so hard straight down my throat.” 


And he didn't lie. Jerry now had a fistful of his hair, pulling it hard when he came. The gravelly, guttural cry 
he let loose went directly to Dave's achingly hard dick. As he swallowed down Jerry's load, he shoved his hand 
into his shorts and jerked himself off. 


It took a few moments for Jerry to recover, but when he lifted his head and opened his eyes, he immediately 
told Dave to stop touching himself. This made Dave grin. He was very, very used to being the dominant one in 
his encounters, but taking direction from the blonde was turning him on more than he could have imagined. He 


did as he was told, moving to sit back against the pillows next to Jerry. 


"Take your shorts off and then lie down and spread your legs." The tone that Jerry used, low and firm, made 


Dave whimper. 


He obeyed, excitedly pushing his shorts down to his ankles and then kicking them off. He slid down so that his 
back was flat against the mattress and then drew up his knees, spreading them wide. "Oh, my god. Fuck me," he 


whispered in awe as he watched Jerry slowly move to sit on his heels between Dave's knees. 
"Don't you dare touch that fucking cock or I'll send you right back to that guest room." 


He whimpered again It had been a long, long time since he allowed someone to dominate him and Jerry was 
definitely worth the wait. He closed his eyes and sighed, letting his body go slack when Jerry slid his hands up 
Dave's thighs and pushed his tongue against his hole. He had to stretch his arms out to the sides to keep 
from grabbing his dick and jerking off. His fingers curled into the sheets and he arched his back, groaning long 
and loud. 


When Jerry was done making sure he was prepared to take his big cock, Dave lifted his head and whimpered 
again "Why'd you stop? God, that was so fucking good, | almost came." 


‘I'm gonna pound you into this fucking mattress, Grohl" More growling. As he slowly drew closer to Dave, 


leaning over him, his eyes were intense. Deep, dark pupils rimmed with blue flame bore into Dave. 


Before he could respond, his mouth was captured in a rough kiss. Jerry's tongue plunged past his lips at the 


same time as his cock slipped inside of Dave. 


Jerry was slow and gentle at first, giving Dave a chance to get accustomed to his size. Even when Dave 
demanded more, Jerry held back. He held himself up, above Dave, casting down a reproachful glare. He 


continued the glare as he started to move faster, sending his cock deeper. 


Dave wrapped his arms around Jerry's back and pulled him down. He arched again, grinding his ass down on 
Jerry's cock. He howled and growled and groaned, doing anything he could to get the blonde to fuck him harder. 
Dave was acting like a shameless slut and it was freeing for him. All the anguish of the past three days, all 


the fear and nervousness of what may happen to him left his body. He could feel an orgasm roiling, building, 
growing deep in his gut. He screamed as he reached one hand up, behind him, to grab hold of the heavy 
wooden headboard. "Fuck! Oh, god, Jer! Fuck me!" 


He erupted against his stomach, out of breath and grunting with each of Jerry's thrusts. And when Jerry 
abruptly pulled out, Dave screeched. He was flipped and pinned down. Jerry entered him again and rutted hard 
and deep. One hand gripped the back of his neck while the other pressed hard into his lower back. All Dave 
could do was howl into the pillows until he felt the blonde come inside of him. Jerry collapsed against his back, 
groaning between his heavy breathing. Dave could feel his breath against his cheek and wanted to turn and 
capture Jerry in a kiss but he couldn't move. 


As rough as Jerry had been when he was fucking Dave, he instantly turned back into the warm, gentle man 
that spent all those hours with Dave before. He slipped off of Dave's back, rolling to the side. "Okay, Dave?" He 


stroked Dave's hair. 


"More than okay." He turned on his side and snuggled in against Jerry's chest. He felt small, safe, and cared for 
in the other man's arms. 


"You're gonna be okay, Dave. Whatever happens, it's better than living a lie. You're free now" Jerry held him 


tight, continuing to pet his hair. 


"Free," Dave repeated in a murmur as his eyelids grew heavy. 


